546                    A MODERN COMEDY
he going to hit out ?    Francis Wilmot put his hands into
his trouser pockets.
" You've had your warning," said MacGown, and turned
on his heel.
" Good night ! " said Francis Wilmot to that square
receding back. He had been gentle, he had been polite, but
he hated the fellow, yes, indeed ! Save for the triumphal
glow within him, there might have been a fuss !